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The Realities and the Shadow
When Wilkes was in the Escurial, looking at Titian's famous
picture of The Last Supper, an old Jeroirimite said to him:
I
 have sat daily in sight of that picture for now nearly threescore
years ;   during that time my companions have dropped off one
after another—all who were my seniors, all who were my contem-
poraries, and many or most of those who were younger than myself;
more than one generation has passed away, and there the figures in
the picture have remained unchanged I I look at them till I some-
times think that they are the realities and we but shadows.
Robert Southey
The Passing-On of George Meredith
tje strode up the hill whirling his staff, for which he had no longer
JLJL any other use. His hearing was again so acute that from far
away on the Dorking road he could hear the rumbling of a coach.
It had been disputed whether he should be buried in Westminster
Abbey or in a quiet churchyard, and there came to him somehow a
knowledge (it was the hist he ever knew of little things) that people
had been at variance as to whether a casket of dust should be laid
away in one hole or in another, and he flung back his head with the
old glorious action* and laughed a laugh u broad as a thousand beeves
at pasture."
Box Hill was no longer deserted. When a great man dies—and
this was one of the greatest since Shakespeare—the immortals await
him at the top of the nearest lull, lie looked up and saw his peers.
They were all young, like himself. He waved the staff in greeting.
One, a mere stripling, " slight unspeakably," R. L, S. detached him-
self from the others, crying gloriously, " Here's the fellow I have
been telling you about!" and ran down the hill to be the first to
take his Master's hand. In the meanwhile an empty coach was
rolling on to Dorking.	J. M. Barrie
Good-Night
g
ood-night I   Good-night! parting is such sweet sorrow
That I shall say Good-night till it be morrow,
Shakespeare*'$ Juliet
Who Would Escape ?
jjOLomus:  The actors are come.    I will use them according to
J[   their desert.
Hamlet:   God's bodykins, man, much better:   use every man
after his desert and who should *$eape whipping I     Shakespeare

